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another letter from him, 1
arguments of his ow:ﬂ‘ “nd ?ulg‘iuh

THE WORLI'S WAY.

Three men rode out to the wide, wide world;
(81 o, aing hey, for the merry, merry way!)
Andr?g firet jolned the war, where the banner was

h
e
ried;
(Sing hey, sing ho, where the skulls lie low!)
And the second had a post in the eourt of & king;
(8tng ho, sing hey, for the brihe and its pay!)
Blrllhe crowed too high, for the throne he triad to
alng;
tllnx‘i‘wf. sing ho, where the gallows-winds blow!)
And the third. he married a fine, bonny wife;
ho, sing hey, for the merry marriage-day )

(8in
For sge spant his money, and led him snch a life;
(8ing hey. sing ho, to the funeral gol)

Buch wers the wave of thess thres merry men;
(8ing ho, sing hey, at the world's swes: way!)

Bome trifiing pleasure, a hope, and then—
(8ing hey, sing ho, for the grave helaw!)

A DAUGHTER OF THESPIS.

BY JOHN In BARRY,

(Copyright: 194 Ty The Tribune Association.)
CHAPTER XLVIL

In the eolumn review of the play Oswald Webb
predicted that the plece would run In New-York
throughout the season and would exert a whaole-
gome influence on the drama; it proved concln-
alvely that literary men could write playvs, and
it was to he hoped that other Amerlcan novellsts
would profit hy Ewing's example and turn thelir
attention to the theatre, which they had too long
neglected, Ta Evelyn the article seemed in style
and In analysls far superlor to any of the eriti-
clams that had appeared in the New-York
papers; Webl's sympathetic study of Ewing's
methods, his eulogy of Miss Gordon—he gave
Evelyn a half-dozen lines of commendatlon for
her naturalpess and restraint—and his summing
up of the whole performance were so0 skilfully
done that she eonld hardly belleve that the
artiele had Leen thraown off under pressure,

In spite of his optimistlc views, however, the
plece failed to win the tmmediate snccess pre-
dicted for it. For the first few nights the audl-
ences were large; then, when a perind of hnot
Beptember weather followed, they fell off. But
early In October they increased In size, though
on no evening for the next few weeks eruld the
theatre be said to be crowded. Saunderson,
however, seemad to be satlsfied with the re-
celpta, At firnt §t was reported that after three
weeks the plece would be taken off, and there was
consternation among the actors, who feared that
just at the beginning of the season they would
be thrown out of employment. Then a rumor
was spread that the management Intended to
force the run to four or five months, and with
the prestize acquired in this way to send the
company on the road. But some of the eritics
in thelr weekly reviews expressed doubts as to
the chance of such a play as “Deception” win-
ning favor in any clty outside New-York, with
the exception of Boston; it was just the kind of
play Boston would like. It may have been these
comments that Inspired Helen Gordon with the
belief, which she communicated to Evelyn, that
as soon as the piece was withdrawn In New-
York it would be taken for a run In Boston.
Miss Gordon hoped they should go to Boston]
the Boastonians, she was sure, would just rave
over the performance and she could rely on Mr.
Webb for another lovely notice. What a splendid
man he was and what beautiful EngMsh he
wrote!

Evelyn was much worried hy the rumors about
the fate of the play; tae possibility of losing
her engagement at a time when nearly all con-
tracts for the season had been made terrified
her. It made her lay aslde all thought of moving
from Mrs. Leary's 1o more pretentious sur-
roundings; after Oswald Webb's call she had
been termpted te do thig; she knew that she
ehould probably meet a gond many peopls while
the plece ran and that some of those who tack
delight in running after actresses would want
to call on her: indeed, Clark Ewing had asked
if he might not call some Sunday afternoon;
Madge had urged her to come to the boarding-
house on lower Madison-ave, where she was liv-
dng, but Evelyn had decided that the expense
would be tno great

A few davs after the bheginaing of her geasof,
Evelyn received at the theatre & note from Miss
Coffey, in the upright extravagant scrawl of
the fashionable boarding-school Thi=s young
woman antiounced that she had been trying to
write to her dear Mlss Johnson for diys, but she
hadn't been able to get round to it tll morning:
she never had any time, any way, no one did
in New-York—there were o0 many things to 4
Bhe and Genevieve wore just wild over the pl
and over her performance; it had seemeld
strange to them that they had actually lved in
the same house with Mathilde and had talked
with her and sat ai the same ftahle With her,
They tald Pa and thelr gentlemen friends ahout
1t: that was Pa who had been with them in the
box. Misa Coffey wanted ever g0 much 1o g0
behind the scenes and tell Evelyn how much ghe
and Genevieve had enfoyed the plav and how
lovely she'd been, bul they hadn’t dured; hesides,
Pa sald they wouldn't be allowed in. Fa had
been real cross about It Eut what Miss Coffey
was writing about was to find out Miss Johnson's
address; she wanted to call on her, She and
Genevieve had had a good time at Long Branch
and lots of things had happened; Lut she
couldn’t tell about them then; she'd tell every-
thing when she game to call, And wouldn't Miss
Johnson please send the address right off? She'd
forgotten to edy that Pa had just raved over
her, and Pa didn't often rave, except when he
got mad over Genevieve's love affalrs And

aking of love affaire—the most wonderful
thing—but she'd tell about that when she called,
ghe was in a frightful hurry; she had to g0
downtown—to the dressmaker's. And wouldn't
Miss Johnson send that address soon; she hoped
this would reach her a% the theatre; but she
didn't feel sure,

After reading the note, Evelyn dropped it in
fer lap and smiled. In its exuberance it was 80
characterigtic of Miss Coffey. It made her think
of her acqualntance with the girls from those
first weeks when they nad gnubbed her 20 un-
mercifully. Then by & natural transition she
thought of their change of attitude, and of the
evidences the older sister had glven of her su-
preme good nature. She lived over again that
terrible afternosn when Harold Seymour had
been drowned; the recollection made her feal
cold and sick. She wondersd what would have
happened if he had lived; she might have bean
his wife now, But her enpagement for “Decep-
tion” might have preventad their marriags for a
time: at any rate, it would have saved her from
@ miserable compromise, Perhaps he woulid have

argument for

used the engagement &8 an
their marriage; they would both  be in
New-York and they might Just as wrll
marry then as not; indeed, it would
be only folly to put the murriage off longer. She

knew Just how he would have alvanced these
arguments, serlously and jocomsely and persist-
ently, till he had beaten her dows, But now, =he
felt sure it had been all for the hest. Hest for
whom? For herself, perhaps. It was cruel,
selfish to take that view of it with regard 1o
him. He had had before him a career of triumph,
of constant adulation, possibly of wealth If he
took to starring. Yot even In that career she felt
there was something jgnoble, something unworthy
of a man. This feeling might be unreasonable,
but It was strongly impressed upon her. The
actor's life seemed to her vailn and superfielal;
in Harold Seymour's case It never could become
much more; he merely skimmed the surface of
emotion. 1f she had married him, the knowledge
of this would have chafed her: she would have
had to struggle with herself to argue It away,
and the struggle would have been futile,. When
the glamour of her romance had passed, what
would have bheen left? 8he had not dared to
ask herself this question before; now she did
pot dare to answer It

Bhe rouced herself and procesded at ance 1o
reply to Miss Coffey’s letter. In a few doys It
brought the young woman 1o her door. The
daughter of one of New-York's leading Republi-
cans,was In wonderful array; her tight-fitting
tallor-made gown ot off her figure to advan-
tage; a rich fur bon twisted itself around her
neck and a saucy lttle bonnet rested on the top
of her thick black halr.

*1 come the firat chance 1 got.” she cried when
Evelyn descended to the shabhby parlor to re-
celve her. 'l was just dying to sae you, You're

the same as ever, aln't you?"

Bhe clutched Fwvelyn hy the shoulders and
planted a kiss on her lips.

1 don't think I've changed very much,” Iive.
tyn smiled, while she was still In Miss Coffey's
fervid embrace. “It ien't such a long time since
you saw me, you kaow."”

“It peema an eternity to me. Bo many things
bave happened. But you do look real well. It's
wonderful, though, how the stage does Improve

You were just stunning that night."

“It's the make-up,” Evelyn explained apolo.
getically, as If she felt In the presence cof Miss
Coffey’s full-blown loveliness that she lad no
nq'!}t to look stunning.

es, 1 s'pose so. [ know a lot of women In
New-York that make up; but tb}:‘n frighta.
Any one can tell. Of course. it's diffarant «n the
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gtage: the footlights kind of saften it But ain’t
it terrible the way New-York women make vp?”

“1t sepms very foollsh to me”

“Fanlieh. Well, 1 should say it was. &iene-
vieve began trying It once, and one morning I
just pitched all the stuff out the window, Tt
of course, every woman powders. That aln't
anything."

1 Jon't,” said Evelyn, instinctively resenting
Miss Coffry's generalization, “That 18, 1 don't
off the stage”

“Well, 1t wouldn't hurt you If you 414"
the young woman with & eerenity that mnde
her impertinence Iudicrons, Then, after turning
to the looking-gines over Mrs. Leary's mantel,
find carelesaly brughing one side of her rhin with
her gloved hand, she went on: “Da you know,
the most wonderful thing hnas happened since
1 saw you, You never could guess what 1t 18"

Miss Coffey paused to give Fvelyn i chance
to try,

“Your slster's engaged,” sald Evelyn, grasping
at the nearest probabllity,

“No, she ain‘'t,”” erled Miss Coffey, shaking her
head, and blushing and breaking out into 4
ripple of glriteh Inughter. She waited for Evelyn
to make another guess, and as Evelyn didn't, she
exploded: “Rut 1 am!

“Are vou, really?" sald Evelyn, keeping down
her surprise to p dagree of politeness “T'm very
glad to hear it. I congratulate you."

She offered Miss (offey her hand, which the
young woman selzed and held in both her own.

“Yes, It's the strangest thing, You know, I
never expected to get married. T expected to
lonk after Genevieve all my lfe—be an old matd
and live with her after she got married—scs her
husband treated her well and all that. Think of
me being in love! Aln't it absurd? But you
never can tell”

She dropped Evelyn's hand and her eyes
showed that she had gone off Into delightful
retrospection,

“How did it happen™" Evelyn asked, knowing
that Miss Coffey would be eager 1o tell

“Well, It was this way,” Miss Coffey replied,
fhaking herself out of her reverle. “You know
whnt a Int of trouble I had getting Genevieve
away from Tom Jordan. Well, 1 did get her
Oh, 1 had such a time with her on the

away.

hoat! Bhe abused me awfully. But Tdldn’t mind
that, 1 knew as I'd got her away It was all
right. Tom sent her the most frantie letters;

but Genevieve hates ta write letters—she’s aw-
fully lazy—and she never answered one of ‘em

She fargot all about him after we'd got down to

the Branch., ONl, but I'm going ahead.  Well
when 1 got home 1 found that Fa -well, he'd

been just leading n life! The honeekeeper told
me all about {t. He'd had the houre fll up
with a lat of men, and they'd been

Fies
I told Pa he'd have
I Just
Woll, afver
I1s friends came d

and carrving on dreadfully. You may sure
I just put a stop to that
to come oown to Long Hranch with us
had to make him go—he hates 1t so
he got there some of
seo him—soma of his political friends—al,
campalgn this fall. One of them, My, Wehater,
1'd never mot him hefore—well, he was just as
nlee to me as he could be. Yes, Just as nfce—
oh, e was lovely! So we're engaged now We
got engaged in three weeks, He's the one that
sat behind me in the box, Remember him?
Didn't you think he was handsome? Te's gt
a splendid brain.  Aln't 1t queer that 1 should
marry A polltician after all? You know I al-
wava wanted Genevieve to marry one Pa's real
pleased about 18"

“Rut your sister isn't engaged, yvou agy?”

“No, Genevieve had a lot of admirers down at
the hotel, You know what a fiirt ghe ja. But she
dldn’t take up with any one In particular.  Sinee
we got back Mr. Odenhelmer’s been kind of nt-
tentive, but I don‘'t think she rcares for him.
We're golng to be marrled sarly in the winter™

“It will be hard for you to be separated from
your sister,” Evelyn said, evmpathetically

“Spparated from Genevieve ™ crfed Misa O ey
In & horror-stricken tone,  “Well, 1 guess there
aln't any man in the world that eonld separate
e from Genevieve, I'm golng to llve ut hame
just the same. 1 don't know what wonld hap-
pen to Pa if 1T didn’t stay with him It's had
enough when 1 go "way summers.  And Genes
vieve, she'd just die without me"

At Intervals during her tilk Miss Coffey's eyes
would rove around the room. Thelr expresalon
showed that she was not pleased with Mr=
Ieary's home boarding-house.  “What In the
world do you want to Hve In such a place as
thix for?* she suddenly ask

Tt's Inexpensive,’ salil Evelyn, irying to hide
the mortificatinn the question gave her

SHut don’t vou make a lot of money ? T thought
actrogsos did*

“Phe salarica ars fatrly good while they last.™
FEvelyn replied with an effart to smile; “but the
expenses, especially on the rond, are & goeod
deal.”

“Dio vour have to pay for your own dresses??
sually."

“you da? Well, then, tf vour hills are anything
like Genevieve's, T should think vou'd starve
Pa getx so mad over Mme, Fagnrty's bille, Solil"™
Miss Coffey continued inconsistently, looking
round on the shabby furnitiure, at the dusty ol
fashloned plano, and at the cheap pletures on
the walls of Falth, Hope and Charlty in un-
compromising attitudes, T should think  yon
eould afford better than this,  Don't yeu have a
lot of people coming to mes you—admirers?"

“No, 1 don't.,” Evelyn laughed,

“Why, T thought all actresses were fust wors
ghipped.”

“That's a eomman impression, but T'm afrald
it 1sn't altogether true'

“Now, It 1 were you I'd lfve In somas ewell place
and give receptlons and all that, Laots of nice
peaple would llke to come. 1'd come'" she added
persuasively.

“You're very kind,'" salil Fvelyn with a =mils

“When 1 get married,” Miss Coffey went on,
“T *apose 1 ghall have to have a day. T've al-
wiys refused th have one, though Genevieve
wanted me to awfully a8 coupls of winters aga
when she was golng round with Schurier Wins.

low. Genevieve had the swaggerest ldeas then,
But T just put my foot down and 1 sald 1
wouldn't, Bul when I'm married U1 be QiTers
ent. Oh, I'm going to have the grandest wods

ding. 1 shall send out at least three thousand in-
vitatlons, Tt'l] he Just gorgeous, Genevieve'll ha
my hrideamall, of eourse, an’ I'l have a lot of
lHttle malds of honor, my aunt's girls—they're
renl pretty. I've told pn to prepare for a hip
blowout, I da hope you'll be hers, WU you?
I want you to come '

“When will it be, did you gay?" Evelyn asked

“Well, probably same time early In Decomber

“1 don't know, [ can't tell how long the play
will run here

“Anyway, you'll come and gee ue’ crlad Misa
Coffey, rising to go, T leava this card with
you, Now, you must call. Genevieve'll ha e
lighted tn see vou agaln. She'd have come this
morning only she had an appointment with Mme,
Fogarty; such tronhle as Genevieve does have
with her dresses, and she's got such a lovels
fignre, tan. Gondby, dear,” she sxclaimed, diving
at Evelyn's fare, "I do wish you'd move to a
better place. What I8 that smell, cabbage or just
gtale conking? You don't mind my speaking of
it. dn you? What would vour friend Mrs, Colin
say {f she saw this? By the way, how s Mrs,
Cohin and her Hebrew husband?' she asked with
a laugh, as she halanced herself on the steps,
“And that old frump, Mrs. Appleby, and that
guy of & man? I suppose they're back In Cams-
bridge now. Heard anything ahout her unne-
gallable position lately? 1 fust shrick whenever
1 think of 'em. 1 give Mr. Wehater Imitations of
the way Mrs. Applehy  used to act whenever
Genevieve brought 8atan In the dining-room, and
oh! T wish you ecould hear him howl!—Mr. Web-
ster, I mean, of course.  Goodby, gomdby. Bs
sure to come to the wedding, won't you?*

While Evelyn was standing in the hnllway
waving a farewell to Miss Coffey she observed
a tall, well-dressed man  hesitating in front
of the house, He was looking up toward the
door and his hand was wavering at the edge of
his sllk hat. At firet she supposed he was an
acquaintance of Miss Coffey's, then It occurred
to her that he might be the political swaln, who
had been left to walt outslde for the charmer
But her surmises were contradicted hy the voung
woman herself, who swung up Twenty-third-st,
toward Broadway without notleing the fleurs;
when she had passed (t she turned and shook
her finger knowingly at Evelyn. Then Evelyn
recognized Clarke Ewing.

There wns a puzzled look on his face, which
disappearcd when she bowed to him. Then he
ran laughing up the steps,

“I thought It was you,” he eald, offering his
hand, “but 1 waen't sure, I knew vou llved
somewhere in Twenty-third-st,, but T had for-
gotten the number. May T come in?"

“Certalnly,” she replied, fushing at not having
anticipated his request; “I didn't know you at
first. 1 thought you were probably one of Miss
Coffey's friends *

“Miss Coffey, Miss Coffey,” he repeated, follow-
ing her into the shabby parlor. “Where have T
heard that name before? FPerhape I've met her.
If 1 have I was abominably rude to her."

“Oh, you probably haven't,” sald Evelyn. “If
,:.:‘u lht.‘l" she wouldn't have allowed you to fore

“But 1 know I've heard the name,” he sald,

A

Y

replled |

clingdng 1o the topie to hide the embarrassment
he feit at having intruded upon her in such &
shabby place. "

“Her father's a polltician, T believe” Evelyn
explained, with an intuitive understanding of his
fenlin

L J.hfw._q‘ af course—John Coffey. I've read about
him in the papers. What a ROrgeous persan the
I thought'"'—

He stopped without finishing his sentence and
turned red. He felt that he was making a very
bad appearance.

“Yoi thought she was an
eald Evelyn with a smlle

“Well, 1 —— he stammersd. flushing ngain in
his indecislon whether to tell a lie or 1o he
truthful.

“(3h, please don't deny it. She is a lUttle lkeo
the kinid you read about, the kind you sometimes
se+ In Broadway."”

“Ratween Tawer ty-fth and Twenty-third ata,,"
he laughed; “Soubrette Row, a newspaper man
that T know calls It."

“That's a good name for it Tt's A horriid
place, T never go thera {1 ran help 0

There was stlenee far a mament. Fvelvn tried
to think of something to say, but ghe was n-
able to evolve a thought, Clarke Ewing eromed
1o bo in the same predicament, At last, with
an evident effort. he sald:

o1t very pleasant round here,"

8he looked  Into his face and they biath
laughad.  After that they felt more at ease with
each other,

“I'n vou think so?" she sala,
1t*'s hidpous.  And then it i= so nolsy,
cara are passing nll the time"

“(bh, ves, 1 should think it wonld he nolsy, Rut
1w eontrnl and it's near Madleon Square, nmil
Madison Square 1 the most heautiful spot in the
world to me.™

“That's hecanuse ¥ou are a New-Yorker,"” she
amiiled, thinking of a walk she had had neross
the square at midnight and of the clgaretie #d-
vartlsement that lighted the whole place

“Tan't vou ke 117 he asksd In surprise,

“1 used to disiike 1t very much”

“That means you ke It now,"

“0Oh, no, hardly =0 strong as that.
Jess, that'= all**

“When you've been hers a few vears you'll
think there's no place In the world to fompare
with 1. That's the experience of every one that
stays here long enough to get used to the « {5 e

“Rut not with Dostonians,” she erisd, looking
{nto his face with a smile.  “They are loyal to
their city.”

“1 eonfrss they are mors loyal than people
from other places who come hers. But 1 know
plenty of Bostonlang who have been converied
T predict that vou will be,” he cried with tha
mock alr of a prophet,

“tdh, 1 don't know."

“After a fow mors metropolltan suseseass he
insintiated

“More™ she replied

“Why, yes, more,” he went on briskly.
eertalnly have made one great suocess,
saved my plece”

“Oh, no, ne!' Evelyn proteated, YMies Gordon!™

“CHh, yes, of course; hut she's a show all by
herself. T can’t convines myself that I've evalved
the character that she plays, She's made 1t

artress, didn't you?"

“Why. T think
The horse-

he replied
I disllice 1t

“Yon
You've

| hide her embarrassment,

Dr. Lyon’

“Fecanse vour have a eontempt for actors, You
regard us as a kind—well, as froaks.'

“Oh, no, no! he cried, Iaughing and fAushing
“I'm sure you are unjust to me Why do you
think eo?"

“Why, yvou showed
way vou treated us.

“And did they—dld the nthers sa

YN, they didn't, but they feit
same"”

He teaned his head on his hands with his M-
bows on his knees and didn't speak again for
a moment, Then he sald, Iooking up again: “Yu
are quite elight, [ do—or rather, 1 dld—regard
them nas—-as quesr. But not as freaks, Oh, no,
pot a8 bad as that he laughed

“Porhaps | wae a lltrle sovere”” she anid.
take that word back.”

“Eat von've glven me a new point of view"
he went on, lgnoring her remark. HNOw, yon
dan't sesm to me in the least queer®

“Oh, I'm oonly eommonplace,” she smilod, to
She was afrald he v as
going to compliment her again, but he dld not
He anly sald:

“1 suppoge we are all narraw.  We lve in our
Httle worlds, and every one of us thinks that
his fittle world 1= the whole world, and If any-
thing happens to he outelde, why It doesn’t
ermnt. 1 used to Imagine that the world of
literatiure wis the hroadest and fraest of &1l but
now 1 &ee thar 1t I8 nbout as nareow &a the ypest
of them. Tt hae (ts little reenlntions and s
projudiers and (e concelts, Oh, yes, plenty of
thoge—aeonests '

“There aren't many Shakespenres,” =ld Fve-
tyn, vagnely wondering whether her remark
was very siily or very wiss,

o\ Ehakesprare's world was hroad enough
But t'a something to realize that your own I8
narrow.  Thep they talked of many thihes,
mnet of then contected with the theatre.  The
sxtent of his knowledge of actors surprised her
Though he knew few of them personally, he
geemed to he thoroughty acqualntel with thelr

it at rehearsals, By the

We all felt it."
T
it Jjust the

i i

Hyex: he sven knew about minor members

the profession whose goend work had atteacted
his attention.  She folt at ecase with him, and
there wers no more awkward panses (n the
canversatlon.  When finally he rose from his

| misit and offered his hand, “Must you go?' she

gomething elsa, something rare and wonderful, |

something T dlidn't Intend it to he™

She mnde no camment and he went on

“Pnt vou've told people what I was driving at
If you weren't in the play, sthy thars wonldn't
be anvthing of mine In It at all. You know
Davideon has ruined Oglethorpe, and thers are

only three characters of any importance In the |

plece ™

“Ah, but
made the t
dn fusrfiod
v ehi
half contemptuous Inugh
don't appreciate her, but yon have
worked out my Wean, If another Helen Gordon
had sour part T shouldn't recognize my play
You knew Saunderson eut ft frightfully. They're
alwavs changlng things, these managers ™

“ut you HKked her at rehearsals” Evelyn
eried, ignofng the last part of hie renarks, and
gacretly pleared at the chaned of paying him
h hin weverity hefors the first

.
Mlaa Gordon 1a vory pond.  8he has
" eadd Evelvn, more to keep talking
tv her eomrade

has made the KiL" FEwing re-

be that 1 '

K

for

"It may |

sald

“Yaa" he replied
regulatlon call already
smlled. T Hke to talk about the theatres tee
ahiles, vour've done me good,  You must help me
to ho bironder and mors just to women

“1 wish 1 eould help vou to be mors fust to
women,' she replled o nacrvatively, ag she of-
fered Wim her hang with o smile.

Instead of letting him lenve her In the hoard-
Ing-homse parlor, she went ont into the dipgy
hall with him. The house recked with thoe stale
e

“I've made mors than the
Fut I'm glad of {1, he

adors of coritntless dinners and seemed to
darker and dingier than ever. She felt as If
| she sught to apologlze far )1, byt she reslated

night, |

though now she wis glad that he had beey s |

strict with her, “She was the

UK«

I ndmired her he corrected politely. Then
he went on

“Yin | guppose 1 lked her, ton. ghe eartainly
hiad no technioal fanlte Thers was nothing for
me ta eritleiss,  She looked at Mra. Gwynne, |t

b ms, from o womnan's point of view

v lldn't soften her in the least ™

T vou menn she looked at her as women
Jook at the faulis of ather women ™"
el T 10" he neknowledeed, “Mies Gor-
as it she feit no ity for the character

She makes her as hard as she knows how to
make her™

“And d4 you think al! women nre ke that™
!-i\--.'vn asked. 1 mean owhrd each other's
fanlta?

“No, T dea't he replied promptly, perrelving
the drift of her guestion and realizing the dan.
gt

nrusual
of

n WOman i
ness in the defence

and

v

ne n
AERTESS|V

LLh |

Forhags 1T ail general'zs ton much. 1 nsualle
Mot e wndd, T dida’t expect You to plok my e
mark to pleces

1 didn't mean ta pick 1t to pleces, sither; L
Ivie heard peoople talk Just like that before '
Fvelyn retorted, softening her remintks with
il

“Literary men are
eald, Jdeprecatingl bh |
werlonsly

“Miss Gordon 1s0't w falr example of women,”™
sl Evelyr .

“{ih, plenses deom’t go on with that,” he said

niwayvs genernlizing ha
i mustn't take ug oo

with assumed ruefulnese.  “IPve confessed that
I'm wrong "

AN she stighed, unable to keap from gloating
w littde over her victory, Then she went on with
o ochattee of manner: "I've always felt that syou
Worr with women—that Is, after "Myrna* "

Pt I didn't know yon then' he lnughed. “If
1 hadl uldl have thought hetter of them ™

P oafeald you're chuMng mo,” she =ald, shak-
Ing her hend

“No, I'm not, eeally”

“Rut vour women aren't fale—-aren't falr types,

I meant
“You miean that thers are too many Helen
«dons In my storles?*

bt that's rather eeveres on Miss Gordon,
w're geveres an me now, Misa Johnson "
iordim has good polnts ™

“Mi=s Gordon! Why do we always go hack tn
her?

“Pecause vou are always hringing her up-—-
ke a warman' rhe retorted foollshiy, for want
Hhe reallzed that

of somethinge hetter to say
ehe Wik appearing at her worst.
“I'm afraid you are trying to pay me back"™
he wald
“Pay

voil hark® For what?* she asked, with
vl pretenee of jnnocence, thaugh she
d his thought easily spnough
. for helng wo—sa rade 1o von™*

“This afternoon, da vou mean 7"

“No. This afternoon? Have I been rude this
afternoom? 1 meant o he ntterly tmpersonal,
You don’t take what T enld serfously, do you?

She lnughed softly Into the handkerchisf that
#he had been holding In her hand. Bhe wam sur-
prised at the novelist's Inck of perapleacity

“T am afrald thers are some things about
women that you don't know,"” she anid

“Then von must tench e, You do know whnt
I really meant, don’t you?'*

O eomree. You meant that yon
me at the rehearsala, when yvou
ery.” she replled mercllossty,

ey Thd T make vou ey ™ he exelnlmen
with conzternation In his face,

She bowed very eeriously,
handkerchief over her mouth,

“What & bhrute you must think T am!™ he =ald,
leaning over teward her with his gloves In his
claspa~l hands

were rufda

to made me

etill haliling tha

“0h, no, I dida’t, Madge A4, though—Miss
Guernsey,**
“And Hd T make her ery, ton?

“No, you didn't. It l=n't so casy th make Madge
ery.  DBut you made her very mad.'*

“And T made yon ery he repeated ahsently,
apparently not having heerd her last remark
He tooke It 80 serlously that she was sorey she
had mxdd anyvthing about It

“Tt was nothing,” she sdd, trving and falling
to assume a Hght manner, 1 was very nervaois,
T was afratd of falling, that wia all" =he sald
troling her advantage sUPpIng aAway from her.

vAnd T made it all the harder for vou, What
n—what a hrute T am!™

He sat for a long time hending forward and
clasping hia gloves In silence.  Evelyn tried ta
think of something funny to say, hut every
thought that presented (taelf seemed fint, At last
he palsed his eves to her face without moving
W= head and sald: "I eruppose you'll never for-
Eglve me"

“0y, ves, T shall” she replied, with rellef at
the breaking of the spell

“Iry they nll hate me,” he sald with a littls
smile.  “All the company ™

“Iy vou want me to tell you the truth?”

“Of eourse, 1 can't Imagine you dolng any-
thing elss "
di'it\:’-;t:ld it make any difference to you If they

el

He appeared to ponder the matter deeply, as
if it were of great importance. "Why, yes" he
replied nt last. “T don't want any one to hate
me. Don't you think that every one wants to
be liked? Some people pretend they don't, but
they really do."

“And does It make any difference to yon
whoather actors llke or dislike you?" sha re-

peated,

“Why do you it In that way?™ h
Ifting his head ':glckl , "Actors w;rua::i
actors a8 well as any akn- peoplal” .

niy one you dul |

the temptation,  He, however, irust have dl

her fesling, for to break the momentary
barrassment botween them he sall;

“What noqlalnt old place this 1=

“Ivta coptainly olil anough” Fvelyn laughed

“1 shonld ke to live In such a place as this
for awhile, We Hyve uptown, o Madison-ave,,

among the stratghtloced peaple, 1'm Just ehnough
f a Bohemian to appreciate the pleasa
nat helng genteel, 1 onee wanted to take some
raome dawntown, way over on the East S|
fipat after T 1eft college and began writing. |
the

wanted 10 Hve the for awhile and eee
ather hal?.  Dut the Mater objectsd =a much
that 1 gave up the scheme. 8o [ Just prowl
md pow
\ -

Vere you prowling when yvou phassed hes
Fueivn asked
»]!

In a sort of a4 way., [ was gning

lown to a Hitle shoap in Twentv-thinl.et, whore
they pell ol prints and old phstagraphs f i
tors.  Some of them are great finds Keop a
Wisction of thestrionl Iebiritlos, They prom
immd to hunt up an (! ng of Mrs, Siddons
an the Tragle Muse o You've seen that
haven't you? Reynolds o know. They sald
they might hase It to-day, [ you know the
piln e >

“No," eiyn T don't mooabout much™

“Waell, ka yvor there some time, I vou'll
eome,”” he sald eageriy It's wvery

And 111 take you to, mome of th
shops in Fourth-ave, too"
“1 shonid Uke to g she replied.  “Thank
you, very much*™
AN pight.” he eried, as he started to go dlown
the steps TI1 call for you some
perhaps we can n N Appoln
thentre ' wo gl I =aw you
Eoltig To come dnyway '
)
CHAPTER XL.VII

Miss Cuffes’s pitiin speech and the embarrnss

ment s folt during larke Ewing's eall had
tha affert of making Evelyn restlose at Mr=
Laary's he had many priviieges in the house
that she conld not Kave secared at other board
tng-houses, and she hated 1o wound Mrs, Leary's
fovlings by leaving., For the present at least she
decidsd ti ntent hersslf In her humble qiap-
ters; hut afier the third week of “Doception”
she heard definitely that the place wonld be kept

an untll February, and if the business continumd
1o be mntisfact

tlon of the manhgement 106 foree the ran in New

ven luter. (It tho [nten-

W

Fork a0 thut the plece mileht tike the rond with
t prestige of A great metropaolitan

Thix, it was thought, would niore than comy
gate for the expense of ihe New.York

where Saunderson had to share sixty per

the recelpts with the proprietors instead of the

usunl forty per oont for theatres out of New-
York. The new plans gave Evelyn n ren
favor of & depnrturs to more aristocratic
It wax strengthened, moreaver, by an ang

ment made to Evelyn by Madge Guernsey, that
Belle L4
ty-first-st and her mother were oeein.
pying; tor gooon' the rogd
and her mother was to spend the winter with
friends in South Carolina; they had been unable
to det the fat, and they felt so desporate about it
that they would rent It by the month if they
could, Belle had urged Madge to take |1, and
ALaidge urged Evelyn to Keep house there with
herp et would be awfully cheap, and the flat was
Just as pretty as It oeould be; Belle Livingston
milght not be a great actress, but she certatnly
did have tnste. They could retadn for eook .illl-l
general  bousekeeper the  old  colored  mamimy
thut the Livingstons had; her name was Char-
ty  Dusenberry, and Mrs. Livingston sald she
was a4 Jews|, ,

Evelvn cnlled at the flat with Madges and met
the glrl who had Lieenn' her rival for the part of
Mathilde, Belle Living=ton was tall, handsome
and twenty-elght; she had large Haguld bliack syes
and Jet black halr, with strands of gray In it:
Mudge afterward explidlned that the gray dul not
show on the stage. As she eved Evelyn there
was o disappointed, an almost bitter ook In her
fuce, She had o swallow her pride to urge the
girl who had sectired the pact she had sel her
heart on playing to take the litte home sle had
mande by hard work fur herself and her maother;
all this Evelyn reallzed with a feesling of |rlt5:
that she knew Helie Livingston, if she had sus-
pected fr, would have pesented,  Mres, Livingston
wns o lintle, old-fashioned womah with white
halr and a piathetic smile that revealed wonder-
fully good teeth. She took no pains to conceal
the anxlety she felt to let the flat;, her daughter
was more reserved, but quite as eager.

ing=ton wianted to let the it in Sevens
which she
Belle was Just abuoue

“You aee, we've got some of our furnituars*
sald the old lady. “*I left It at my brother's
house In Charleston when we broke up after

Helle's father died. And then last spring, when
|v.h-lv decided 1o take this Mat, 1 sent for some of

IS very pretty,” sald Evelyn, looking around,

There was a large patlor leading into a dining-
roonl.  Behlnd these were two small bedrooms,
the kitchen and the servant's room. Next to Ih‘-;
parlor, in front of the house, was another bed-
r--;}m. which Madge declared she wanted for her-
sell,

“It's Just my slze,” she cried, as they looke
into 1. "You can have the niee one :mf: !rn 1:;1&
dining-room, Evelyn, and we'll save the other for
& guest, When mother comes on 1o see me wo'll
pm"hr-F l‘r‘t there.'

All of the rooms were tastefully furnishad, w
touches that suggested !lt“;\n!‘ll'}ll wa.ilnl.l'I‘:--llllt
Livingston's father had been one of the many
Boutherners rulned by the war. The girl had
been brought up In an atmosphere of shabby
gentllity, and after her father's death, when she
was about twenty-twn, she had chosen, ruther
than live on her uncle's bounty, to go on the
stage. Since that time she had dragged wearlly
In second-class companles from one end of the
country to the other. She had a kind of statu.
esque talent; but she was too large, too stately |

of |

at once that

tor ordinary purposes; Evelyn saw
terly un-

the part of Mathilde waould have been ut
sulted to her,

“We were crazy to have taken this flat,” she
anid when she and her mother had shown their
cillers all the rooms, “It's on our handa till
next May, unless we sublet 1t," she added wearl-
"

“LWhat pessessed you to do {t?" cried Madge,
whnse practleal mind dlseerned at onece the folly
af =uch a proceeding,

“Oh, 1'd got my heart on a New-York engage-
ment,” she replied, with a kind of degpalring
carelesspess, “And I mades up iy mind Just to
sottle down here for the summer and get It 1
thoueht 1t would be a kind of Incentlyve If 1 tonk
the flat; 10 have to get 1t then o

“Dear me!" sald Madge, sympathetically, but
with n stggestion of “Well, what a blg fool you
were'' In her tone.

“1 thought I was going to do the part you've
got, Miss Johnson," sald Belle Livingston, with a
melanch laukh, turning to Evelyn. 'l sup-
pose we conldn’t hath have it Hut now that
viou've got it, [ hope you'll take the flat,"! she
added, trying to vell her anxiety under a feehle
show nf humer,

“1 Hke it very much,” Ewvel
tatingly.
“When do you ga out, Belle?” Madge asked,

L week, Wao apen in Albany. The road
again! Oh, how I hate 11" she cried, passionate-

¥

yn replled, unhesi-

-Hpr mnther at her with that mute

mileery In her face which mothers
shaw when thele children are suffering and they
arp unnable to help them,

lovell the tenslon by saying:
ney

"It 18

|
heastiy, aln’t it
“1 do wish you'd take the flat,”
Livingston, wistfully,
“We'lll make the price very low' eald her
mother, with that look of cunning which often
appeara In the faces af old women of a certaln

s pity for her defeated rival that declded
tanment this quite ontweighed her
in Mrs. Lears would stuffer on los-
Leary, however, could get some
thess women, however, might
thelr

eried Belle

pity for the pa
Ing her: Mrs
one in her place;
not he able to find any one else to rent
flat

1 think we'l better declds ta taka it Madge,"
pild Evelyn, dfter a moment’s stlence

The cunning lonk appearsd In Mrs, Living-
ston's face again, and this time thers was joy in
it, Her daughter's face also brightensd up
rlght.* eried Madge, delightedly, “Then

YAl
it's a bargain. T'll be glad to get nut of the old
bonrding-house. Mg more Hver and haoon far
me. Now, Evelvn, we must have thar under-
= 1. We must never, never, hive Hyver and
b :

) we must k of terms.' sujd the old |
tady, with a display of he ‘hite teeth

“Wo poght 10 D voti At least what you're
paving now,” sald Evelyn promptiv. And when
she saw Madge's fa drop she went on; “Of |
vrse, when you hire a flat by the year, you get |
It chenper than when you hire it by the month."

“Exa v orbed Mrs, Llvingston, with a long
=lgt rodit the good fortune
Evel vl promised, and she had
#lil r that the second remark

) i ing conditien.  8he |
lnaked nervousiy at her daughter, apparentiy
fearine the girl was golng to destroy the bright
1} spect
: “EUs Bt intendid to offer you the flat for lous, "

enld Miss Livingstone, as If shaking off a tempta-
k

I upen her mother's face and the
t appealingly to Evelyn

pyes sald pininly to her

I wish sou wouldn’t be such a
that whar v are now  paving
re t me"" #all Evelyn, who
dgure. "Wollda't 1t o you,

adee, with an expresssd inflec-
» free from enthusiasm,

vant to come in?" asked Mrs.
1) showing that sne considerad
bargaln elosed, “We go away on Saturday.”
shall have to give Mrs. Leary at least a
notiee,” Evelyn replled,

s of the arrangement were quickly
ingetone showed her appre-
qerosity by offering to jeave

ey Implements of houses

g

when they

quistiy to
This

v At
Living<ton
0ot

e

vk
3 e
oplwoavs remetiber the girl

fnestone was in
vt unlike hers
the bifrter-

v T
vt helong:

+ Wak tAsting

s SUHCCRSS WK Ho res
re Wis #0 uncertaln that
i the sorrow ad
wrture which had

wite A litele disap-

vou wandidn't siny
nough for s it
mght ter have,
!oter have | Hut
another board'n

Mre, Leary

s Perfect Tooth Powder.'

Thoroughly cleanses the teeth and 1
purifies the breath. Used by people
of refinement for over a quarter of
a century. Sold Everywhere.

sometimes | manuscript on her, and she must promise not

The ex- |

ching and table Hnen, |
; I know |

| attended. Next day, however, recon
place, and Madge's vandallsm seem | to have
the effect of making Wiille more devotad to be
than he hald been hefore. But Madge never
could forglve Willle for being younge! than hete
aolf. and he unwittingly inere seld by contral
her regard for Jimmy Wise, who was at jeast
1 . [ :. -
flve years jer Corte 207t

and, wha, after Oswald
::: st falthful correspondents, and shs had be
| e e u-'n;n.lin:o--l with Wehh's by a o yaoe, duly
apologized for, which had onee caused him L
send Evelyn a note Inclosad in a ‘Argus” o
velope.  Mulee troquently read Jimmys .el!;ll
alonl, with shrieks of laughter, ar 1 sne'".
piqued because Evelyn Al rs'-.»: dn itk wise
w 18

in spite of her philosaphy,

wept caplotsly whin Evelyn touk her lepartuee;
ahy \ visit the flat some morning and
cMay Gahid bless yer, an’ keep
\ * harm's way,”" she erb 1t the door, as

i Bvelyn were about to leave hier forever
they arrived at the fat they found near- |
vihing there that they had notiped during
first visit; ¥ot the soitl of the place s 1emd
it had the atr of not being inbabited. Fves
vio quickly pereelvad that this was due 10 the

1& photo-
¢ which had glven
and 10 the rigid

val of such Httle peryon
grapls and orpamental trink
duinty

r:n

the place = h a ik,
gulavity In ot arrangemeiit of the furniture.
Livingstong hnd shown perfect taste In

r Mspasal of thelt property before their de-
evorything that wis fistinctly personel
Evelvn ard Maidge set to wiirk

1h
partnre,

hail disapponred
nee to infuse & new soul inta the place, and

nt
in w few hours they had made the apartment
thelr own It was delightfully homelike, and

when thelt work was done they sat down in the
parlor, looked nto each otl s faves and sighed
with content, This was Evelya's first real home,
and she waa prepired toenjoy 1t

“How nice and pretty evervihing {ooks," sald
Madge, gazing aroand raptaronsly,

“and to think that we've carnal it all, Madge!™
erieml Evelyn

“We might glve receptione or teas, Let's give
a Sunday night reception’ the soubrerte sug-
gested, enthisinstieally
velyn shook her head,
very elrcumspect,’’ she salid
and haven't any chaperon, you gnow.”

“Oh, eonfounid a chaperon, Charlty's chap-
i You're an awful priode”
wy quiekly settled down to thelr life in Seven-

“We e Actresses

“We shatl have to be |

| have

| arms, planted here elhows

ty-flest-st, and In a conple if weeks they felt as
if they had been keeping house together for |
vears, To Evelvn, after her Journeyings, her

lonely davs In disninl horels, it seemed almost
an lenl existence; when Madge sometimes coms-
pladned of the manotany, she replied that it was
Just what she ltked, it was so delightful after the
Irregularity, the fever of her IMfe pn the road,
The Livingatones had teft thelr library and Eve-
Iy found 1t stocked with the best of the madern
writers, as well as with writers of the eighteenth
contury: she read chiefly fietlon, and oceastonally
ahe dipped into bographies and eollections of
essays that she found there; she made her firat
aequalntance with Balzac and Miss Austen, rea-
ing one as a kind of antidote for the other. Belle
Livingstone had collected a number of hooks on
the drama and on actors, and these Evelyn de-
voured eager)y; but they did not glve her what
she was always secking, the justification of the
dramatie nrt, She had read every enlomy of il
that she could find, and she had agreed with most
of the sentiments these contaloned; bui they did
not satlafy her, they dld not remove the feeling
that chafed her, the fesling that there was some-
thing Inherently unworthy in the work of an
actor, 1t was degrading to glve up one's ldentl-
tv, to nse the body for the personification of a
charncter not one's own, to defile 1t with paint,
to disgui=s it in fantastle dress. Perhaps it was
a wenkness, perhaps It was foolish for her to feel
sa; Madge certainly did not; she would not dare
ever to mention to Madge her seruples; the sou-
brette wonld only laugh and say that she was
crazy. She knew that her feellngs on the sub-
fect were contradictory; surely the actor's art
wis fine when practised by such men as Booth
and Jefferson und Irving. Why then should It
be Ignoble when practised by any of the smooth-
taced famillar gentlemen of whom she had a se-
oret horror, the gien she met In the wings at
night, hideous In Yhe glare of the gaslight, more
hideous at matiness in the glare of the day? Onee
In a letter to Oawald Webh—he had sent her a
vopy of Jefferson's “Autoblography,” which she
had read before thanking him for it—she spoke
of this feeling; he replied at once, offering argu-
ments to refute those advanced by Augustine
Birrell in his sssay on “Actors’; he had a firm
falth In the stage, in acting, which he belleved
at 1ts hest to be worthy of ranking with the cre-
atlve arts, She replied that In her opinlon the
actor was In n) sense a creator; he merely de-
veloped 1deas; he was the artisan that worked

out the suggestions of the artist, This led to

from others, and brought u
authoritle® on his side fhat lnh: l;:?t : ;
though unconvineed, dropped the d
knew the futllity of arguing against a
. This was the first argumentative
' ence in which she had ever enga
enjoyed the exhilaration of It. 8he
more keenly than she had cver donpe
delights of the Intellectual life; she had
tgntp s!r:p ;:m:lld ever lead such a life; she
that she had not the equipmen eRsary
besides, 1t seemed to her thnm thirlle:u. for
| acy on the part of soclety to prevent w
] leading {t.  Nevertheless, she plunged with

31
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zest Into her reading, and she found o
Livingstones' library a mine of pleas
ghe could not exhaust in the short 'T‘
ah;n;'lld be lln possession of It, e
She continued to hear occasio

wald Wehb, Now and then he wﬁﬁf' .:;:‘
boak which Ye had been reviewing, and
thought would Interest her; with these
times #ent his revisws of them, and she
terented to compare his judgments with
His seope on the paper, he .04 her, had
conslderably; In addition to his reviewing
dramatle work, he wrote editariale oee
chlefly on lterary toples. She ventured
that she thought he was dolng too much,
replled that he had ta keep husy, 1t wag
answer to this letter thut she asked {f
golng on with his novel; she was very
terasted In that; she had hoped It might
in the winter, ana that she shou'd hava ¢
ure of reading It.  Hix reply was
hadn't gone on with the story, he had
in it; he was afrald that his genlus had
dlzgusted with his negiect of Her: he
hope now to he anything more than
newspaper hack; but he =till bad the first
chapters in his desk; If Miss Johnson cared
read them, he should be glad to send them
she needn't be afrald of his odlous hand "
he had had them typewrltten. She g
fmmediately that shy ghould be -!r-lluhtrd'um
the chapters, Then he said that he wanted
make a fow revisions before submitting gy
sheots tn her; he was afrald of her orit

hee hoped she wouldn't think he was forcing thy
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| 1ot It bore her, to drop It as soon as it
tiresome. hq.

During this passage of letrers, Madge Gus
soy was herself conducting a brisk correspond.
ence with Mr. Jimmy Wise; in no way did she gl
low the gttentfons of Willie Boyd, her feliow.
player and nightly atrendant home—Madge hay
satvad the problem of Evelyn's nocturnal exeas
slons from the theatre—to interfere with thispy.
time.

Willie wans a nice boy of nineteen, short aad
thin, with very light hair and smail white
| whirh he constantly displayed by means of y
sncoharine smite. He had unfortunately 3 higy
voloe and a mincing manner which made Evelyy
fenr for his future on the stage.  His love for aeh
ing was intense; to the grief of hls parents by
had 1eft the hardware business—ne had slaved at
it for thres yenrs with increasing lonthing for hg
Autiee—and, through the influence f Harey Dee
vidson, whom he met in Toleda, Ohlo, whers hy
lived, he had secured the simallest part in “Des
| ception,” Madge had accepted him as her s
son’s attendant for the simple reason that the
affections of All the other men In the compansy
were centred elsewhere. Sue never took Wiile
serloualy, and his extreme propristy and his mp
| perfluous politencss afforded her endless amuses

ment. Indesd, It was these qualities that made
| Willie the butt of the whals company; even the
| young girls and the young men who menly
l “went on” every night in the baliroom scese,
|

chaffed him unmercifully, The friendship which
AMadge formed with him came very neéar

wrecked during the third week of “Deception,
One night, wiile Evelyn was =tanding at oneof
the entrances walting for her cue, Madgs and
surroundsd by a group of supernumes
rsing near by in front of Hem
remarks that

| Willle,
| yles, ware conve
Gordon's dressing-room.  From
Evelyn overheard, it was evident tt
ject under discussion was “firting.”
don't care” she heard Madge
that two of the actors stan ling
eried “Shi” T

o1 Jop't care, T W 1
and with a snap of her fingery <
luwer valee, “for a man that di know how i
fiirt.”” This remark seemed to lrritate

“Yau may say what you ke Le replied, “bot
1 have no respect for a girl, or for a man elther,
who flirts. And I can say that I never flirted In

my life. No woman's lips have ever t
mine excspt my mother's and my er's’ There
suddon rustle of garments, and Evelya

was a )
lanked round just in time To see Madee fly &
Wiilte's face, piant a resaunding kiss on hulllu.

s or ia | 1

reid

and then turn and run down the 3
convulsion of merriment. It was .\i.. v!-ﬁil:mlt
‘kly that Wiille was too & sad to
quickly th 1y : ekl

himseif, and just as Ev !
ghe saw him flush with anger unider his make
up and she heard the smother | lnughter of
those who witneesed the acene She had her-
self been hardiy able to keep from aughing as
she went on the stage. That night Willle came

to her and explained that he was very worTy,
but he really could pot go home with her any
more, as it would be impossible for him sver 10

spenk to Miss Guernsey again—her con luct

boon so untady-like; so that night Evelya

Madge were obliged to seck Seventy-firsi-st, ub-
“411atfon took

Every morning Madge watched eag
mail, and i her search for Jimmy s
she was obllged th serutinize the
ame for Evelyn, She knew the !
Mrs (*ohn, and the Stearns boys
Webhh,

puring
letters that
wlwriting of
nt Ned Os
vy

wels

imwald Wehb's At the
morning Evelyn recelvs d a jarge pack
tamiliar handwriting, she allowed 1t
opengd best 1o her plate
in a smiling perusal of &
Jimmiy: when she had finl<he
Fvelyn's package and eaid
lanee:
8 "ln‘uu think vou're awfuily shy.
“What do vou mean, Madge 1o
fesling her face grow warm.
“Don't you suppose 1 know W
from?"*
“It eame from Boston.”
“foston! Boston's a W nd
wonderful men there
nen.  Oh, you are deep.” »
‘ "1 didn’t kmow that 1 was, Madge, F‘t\"‘:
langhed, with an instinctive dread of wha
coming. o
oy Ijlf\\'ﬂ‘\'!l thought he was tond of you ﬂ
Madigs, with pretended earoleasness, tasting
enffes.  “What nlee soffes Charity makes o
Fvalyn dropped her tork on t!:ﬂ__ll-il"‘:u..
mustn't say such things, Ma lge. It ‘.-‘“gr!hFh "
letters, &

1
ghe

h a J k.’iom

dsn't you™
Evelyn ﬂm

1
wit
here that came

ful lace. They
wonderful literary

get letters from him long, long.
fropped bef
on the table,

CWreong? Oh, you sitly 1s 1t wr
torg?! Madge cried, throwing it her arms I8
extravagant buriesque Thon she :

pu
“Has he prnp\‘

face In her hands, and satd

yot !’ . i
T oayou're t.-n;ltr.lr\:tI nn‘r{fpln!,pi 1,\‘1-_-...‘1:91-‘ kr:\\lﬂt’f?lﬁ
letly, “Mr ahh has hee n
i o forget that his wife dled only &

that's all. Y
few months ago™
“Hiis wife, such a wife?" Madge m-‘fk_n’_dm
“Ie's mersly interested in me _u-rl A Ihﬂnan“
aecount of my work, on account of my >
actress.” ecried Evelyn, egged on by 8 erish
suire to Justify hepself ar b
i "Th-n' Ii--':l marry yYou on ai yunt of yeur
ing an actress,’’ Madge laughe b ratalth
"E\'nu are altogether mistaken, St:\\lllt’t.lhlﬁ‘_'
ad Fvelyn, almost petulantly. He wowd
' n't marry an actress”
“‘\_1;_;:1-1 wouldn't!  cried Madge, .‘mlﬂ'ﬂi";w'
“Then he's no man at all, W .‘u..l.]*:. -‘ar.‘n'm
actress! Well, T declare, 1'd ke to he :
s0. 1 guess he'd never say it again, gnmm 100
you're good enough for any man an 2 have
good for A man like him,

He never w'“h:-r!eﬂ .
amounted to anything it he hadn’t ma
rich wife. That's all he marr

o her {oF, jll.l{ be-
cause she was rich, Not

marry an I.:;i;){;'d
There now, Oh, 1 didn’t mean— b, you

(To be Contlnuald

AN I:;l-;Pnﬂt;fATII'E VALEL
From The Pall Mall Budget.
1t s doubtiess difficult for i c-mﬂt;lgrfl;'lm:‘;
to determine where Q-:;?umien end & A i)

Hut the vaet of ofesaor Lenbach,
Austrian portralt-painter, sesms h‘;
consclentions than most valets,

no place Is 80 difeu't to keep in o ey
studlo, 8o he clea

o

invariably red A P

sketches which he found messing Ia:_ou{ the ‘a

and sold them chru; to plﬂure-«l': "

them for taobacco. Professor Len M-'-m”

untidy 1u-nnruhor :lepmj:’:l'lo:: e valet .:;
5: @ 2

ered this than he o naster’s .ntcbuw e

valned that he regard
L‘;rrhieu. "rue explanation does not ;@%ﬂﬂl his

mollified the Professor, for he 18
valet,

e
RIES

ALL FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE GALLF
From The Roston Advertiser. 1o tell Who
Washington, Juiy 16.—1t is always easy ]
Is th‘o.aeﬂlfu?' ‘member of the am:a tor :: '.hﬁ
to pose for the gallerles and to 1ﬂlﬂm now Pat=

eves of the spectators are upon RIT G by
rﬁ‘lt Walsh occuples the tion o {n the path of
ator, and the Gm.lxh editor about a
e

other distinguish men. ‘lﬁn

dai , the
e n the gallerien '%w
mﬂ of fine gray r

., P



